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NIGHT-TIME SONGS 


THE TEDDY-BEARS 
Mary BREWERTON DEWITT 
The Teddy-Bears come out at night, 
But they are, oh, so tame; 
They walk about, and in and out 
A-hunting for some game. 


Helen Jessie Morrell 


They would not hurt us, oh, my no! 


For they are sleepy too; 
They'll hunt awhile, then go to bed 
As Teddy-Bears should do. 


So little boys may dream of bears 
That are so good and dear, 

They'll give the boys a famous ride 

To Sleepy-Town, I hear! 
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PENELOPE PETERS 


ELIZABETH PETTINGER 
Chapter VI—concluded 


‘HE two girls really had a very delightful 
time at the hospital. Little Frances was 
so happy with her doll, cried so pathetic- 

ally when Penelope had said good-by, and 
promised to write a letter to Sue, if Sue would 
be sure to answer it. It was a new atmosphere 
into which the spoiled child had been taken, 
and for once she was able to forget herself in 
thinking of pale little Frances, on the snowy 
bed, hugging her beautiful doll to her breast 
and weeping over the near departure of her 
friend. Sue told Winnifred and Ethe! all 
about it, and triumphed over Penelope in hav- 
ing forced that young lady to keep her word. 
‘And I was old enough, too, and | did like to 
go. If 1 lived here in Chicago any longer I'd 
go every week like Penny does.’’ She was so 
full of her subject she never thought of her 
purchases of the afternoon, or if she did they 
were not important as compared to her visit. 
The next day it rained, and every one was so 
rushed and things were in such confusion, 
there was scarcely a moment to think of any- 
thing but packing-boxes, trunks and telephone 
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calls and visits from friends. The time came 
when the trunks were to leave and Mrs. 
Cramer came to the door and said: “I think 
I'd better not pack Miss Sue’s plaid dress. If 
the things do not come from the store she'll be 
without clothes, if I put these things in. Did 
you girls impress them with the fact that the 
delivery must be made last night, or this morn- 
ing at the latest>?”’ 

Penelope looked up from the hand-bag 
she was packing. ‘Why, | didn’t give in the 
transfer at all,’’ she said innocently. 

“Well, neither did Winnifred smiled; 
“‘you gave the slip to Sue, because she was 
doing the shopping on her own account; when 
she behaved so bad and threatened to scream 
and cry there in the store, you gave in and let 
her go with you. There wasn’t any way out 
of it, for we couldn't be disgraced by her bawl- 
ing like that. It serves Sue right in more ways 
than one: she insisted upon going, when Pen- 
ny told her plainly she wasn’t wanted; then 
she insisted upon doing all the shopping her- 
self, went and coaxed Uncle Billy into allow- 
ing her to do it, and anybody knows she’s too 
little. Of course she’d forget the most im- 
portant part of shopping, handing in her trans- 
fer; and then, she shouldn’t have had a new 
dress to begin with, and shoes and gloves and 
an expensive hat and all the rest of that truck. 
I’m glad she’s punished properly and she did 
it all herself—that’s the best part of all. I re- 
membered the transfer slip after they had 
gone, and went to the accommodation desk 
about it, but nothing could be done; I wasn’t 
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with you when the things were gotten and 
didn’t know what they were.” 

“Then you knew all about it!’ screamed 
Sue, red with rage. ““You did it on purpose, 
you did. And you knew too, Penny Peters!” 

“Do you think I wanted you to go with 
me when | tried the best | could to have you 
stay with Winnie? You know very well you 
insisted upon going and | reminded you that 
you'd better stay and attend to the transfer; | 
gave the slip to you on purpose, so you could 
attend to it.” 

she attended to it beautifully, too,” 
laughed Winnifred. “Come, Sue, don’t be 
mad at us. It’s all your own fault, and you'll 
look fine in your plaid. Did you know Penny 
sat up late last night just so your doll could 
have this new dress to travel in; I don’t believe 
you saw it before, did you?” 

“Oh, oh!’’ even Sue exclaimed when the 
beautiful doll was brought from the box where 
it had been hidden from sight. “It’s just like 
the one you took to Frances yesterday. Oh, 
Penny, it’s—it was nice of you to make it.” 

“You: seemed to like the one we took to 
Frances, so | stayed up last night to dress this 
one. I thought you'd like it on the train.” 
Penelope was beginning to feel sorry for Sue, 
for after all she was only a very little girl, and 
her sisters did tease her dreadfully. 

At five o'clock that evening the Peters 
family was seated in a Pullman car, with their 
boxes and bundles around them. Sue sat 
looking out of the window with a thoughtful 
expression on her face. In one arm she car- 
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ried a beautifully dressed doll, while her little 


plaid dress, neat, clean and becoming, was 
tucked tight about her knees to make room for 
the leather traveling bag filled with doll- 
clothes—a gift from Penelope. 


Chapter VII 


REATHING deeply but climbing with 
ease, Penelope reached the top of the 
steep, narrow trail and turned to watch 

her two cousins as they came slowly up the 
mountain side, their arms full of glossy leaves 
of Oregon-grape, their khaki suits covered 
with mud and brambles, and their bright hair 
falling about their shoulders in a tangled, dis- 
orderly mass of gold. Panting and puffing, 
with cheeks as red as their sailor collars, they 
came slowly up, up, without a word, their 
heavy breathing preventing any conversation. 
Penelope, too, was silent, as she watched the 
two girls or gazed down into the canyon which 
even now was growing dusky with approach- 
ing twilight. No sound seemed to come from 
the deep, forest-covered mountains; the creek 
below, far, far below, was almost silent; only 
its plaintive monotone was heard when the 
soundless breeze changed in its upward flight. 
How still it was! Penelope was almost fright- 
ened, as if some invisible presence was near— 
the very silence was filled with sound too com- 
pelling to be ignored. Had Penelope been 
wise she would have recognized this stillness 
as all important; she would have made herself 
one with all Nature at that moment, and hav- 
ing lost herself in the great mystery of quiet- 
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ness would have found untold riches in the 
living, beating heart of the Universe. Pene- 
lope knew nothing, as yet, of that great power 
and force of Divine Silence, although unknow- 
ingly she obeyed the Law day by day, and was 
being rewarded in just the degree that she was 
loving, kind, helpful and unselfish. Some day, 
and that very soon, she was to learn the power 
of this silence which was about her, but for 
the present she was ignorant, and it frightened 
her for the moment. To relieve her feelings 
she began to call, listening for the echo and 
then answering her own voice. 

Winnifred reached the top before Ethel 
and, throwing down her branches of leaves, 
sank to the wet ground, with small regard for 
health or clothing. ‘For goodness sake, 
Penny! how you ever have the breath to yell 
that way is beyond me. I’m tuckered out com- 
pletely, and this trail seems to have no end. 
A dozen times | thought I’d reached the top 
only to find the old thing wound around an- 
other spring or knoll. If my feet aren’t wet 
this time, it’ll be a wonder!’ She sat up and 
began scraping the mud from her heavy elk- 
skin shoes, the tops of which came nearly to 
her knees. ; 

“I don’t see why you brought all that 
grape along when there’s such quantities 
round the cabin?”’ 

“Well, not as pretty as this. See how 
tall it is and how thick the leaves; and they’re 
brighter, too. Look at Ethel’s cheeks; did 
you ever see anything so pink in your life? 
Don’t seem as if she’d ever been sick, does it? 
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I wonder if uncle will want to go back to Chi- 
cago as soon as he thinks Ethel’s well. 1 hope 
he won't, and yet it seems dreadful for us girls 
to keep him up here in the mountains away 
from his business! I wonder if he minds very 
much.” As Ethel joined the two Winnifred 
continued, “It’s getting dark fast, so we'd bet- 
ter keep on the go or uncle Billy will be send- 
ing out the dogs. You don’t want to go back 
to Chicago, do you Ethel?” 

I’ve got to rest for just a minute,” panted 
the oldest girl, as she leaned against a tree and 
examined her torn skirt. “‘No, I don’t want to 
go back yet, and still there are lots of things I'd 
like to see and places I d like to go in Chicago. 
Of course it’s cold there now, but think of the 
parks and theaters and stores! Yes, | want to 
go back sometime, but not yet.” 

As they wound their way across the clear- 
ing, they talked of the changes that had come 
to them during the last six months, and there 
was a ring of enjoyment, of wholesome in- 
terest and anticipation quite unlike their for- 
mer languid indifference. Especially Ethel 
was full of plans for the future, and the tired, 
wearied tone had entirely disappeared; the 
peevish lines of her mouth had smoothed 
themselves away, and her pale face had taken 
the coloring of a wild rose. Both she and 
Winnifred had taken off their hair ribbons to 
tie the bunches of grape, and the disordered 
mass of wind-blown hair was in marked con- 
trast to the prim, nicely brushed tresses of for- 
mer days. Their stout, soiled clothing had 


nothing of the daintiness of city shops, while 
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their shoes were regular hob-nailed and did 


not even belong to the same family as the pol- 
ished leather and velvet ties of a few months 
back. 

““We were lucky in getting as good a 
housekeeper as Mrs. Prince,’’ Penelope re- 
plied in answer to some remark of Winni- 
fred’s. ‘‘It isn’t often you find one as good as 
she, and willing to go off into the mountains. 
Will you ever forget that first night when we 
landed here in the rain? If it hadn’t been for 
Mrs. Prince and Jim, we'd never have gotten 
settled. Uncle Billy was so disturbed about 
getting us girls under cover that he hadn't a 
thought about the cabin arrangements—any- 
way, he’s a city man and didn’t understand 
‘roughing it’; but he’s learned by this time!” 

“And so have we!” laughed Winnifred. 
“Look at my hands—they’re hard as rocks, 
and all from work, too. I got that cut from 
feeding the calf out of that tin oil-can. Jim 
told me not to, but I thought I knew better 
than he, and that’s what | got.”’ 

‘“‘There’s one thing that troubles me,”’ an- 
nounced Penelope, after a few moments of 
plodding through the tall fern, or brake, ‘‘and 
that’s Sue. I undertook to straighten her out, 
but I’ve made a dismal failure of it. Of course, 
big girls like we are can get ahead of her by 
trickery, such as making her wear that plaid 
dress on the train, and other things, but I’ve 
noticed that that sort of thing only makes her 
worse in the end. She has grown suspicious, 
not only of us, but of everybody else. She’s 
always looking for somebody to fool her, and 
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she’s cultivating a wonderfully smart head- 
piece; it’s all I can do to get the best of her 
now. 

“I should think it is! Why, she won't 
believe a word we say any more. Since | can’t 
bribe her with chocolate creams (not having 
any even for myself), she positively refuses 
to listen when I try to talk to her. She's get- 
ting more spoiled than ever, and she isn’t a 
bit nice or respectful to uncle Billy, and she’s 
getting so she won't mind a word he says.” 
Ethel had changed her fretful way of com- 
plaining to a thoughtful, troubled tone, which 
showed that she was outgrowing her selfish- 
ness and developing a sense of responsibility. 
“Tl told uncle last night that Sue would grow 
up into a very disagreeable person, and he 
only said, “Tut, tut,’ but I noticed that he kept 
watching her and frowning whenever she said 
disagreeable things—and that was all the 
time!” 

“Let’s get uncle Billy to start a reforma- 
tion; lets tell him that we three think Sue is 
growing up all wrong, and we'll scare him into 
making her behave herself.”” Winnifred was 
always ready to grab the bull by the horns and 
watch results, and the suggestion now seemed 
the quickest and best way to her. 

Penelope shook her head. “No, it will 
never do. Uncle Billy might be scared into 
it for a while, but he’d get chicken-hearted 
after the first try, and then Sue’d be worse 
than ever.” 

Ethel sighed. ‘‘No, she couldn't be 


worse, ‘cause she’s bad as she can be, now. 


Y 


WEE WISDOM 9 


Listen! there’re the dogs. Uncle has gotten 
uneasy about us. Dear me, isn’t he thought- 
ful? It seems as if he never has us out of his 
mind a minute. We must be an awful re- 
sponsibility.” 

““He wouldn't be happy unless he was 
worrying about us, in some way!"’ Winnifred 
finished her remark with a long, loud “‘Hoo- 
hoo! Hoo-hoo!’’ which was answered with 
wild barking, and a moment later two rough- 
coated, black and tan collies leaped through 
the brush and pranced and tore about the girls 
in wild glee, as if they had been lost in the 
mountain wilds and had just been found. 

“Down, down! do you want to knock me 
over! Mack, down! Down, Don, you cy- 
clone! Did you ever see such dogs!’” Pene- 
lope cuffed the dogs right and left, which only 
encouraged them in their demonstrations of 
affection, and the best way out of it seemed 


‘to be to run toward the cabin in a race between 


girls and dogs. This was a game they all un- 
derstood, and like frolicing wood-creatures, 
they tore through the brake with shrieks of 
laughter and barking, which announced their 
home-coming long before they came in sight 
of the long, low log cabin, nestling in the grove 
of red cedar and Douglass fir. When they 
caught sight of the curling smoke which rose 
in a spiral and dissolved in a blue mist among 
the tree tops, they stopped running; stopped 
from sheer necessity, for their breath was 
gone. “Hungry! I could eat stewed shingles, 
I’m that starved!’’ panted Penelope; ‘‘but see 
the smoke; that spells dinner! Uncle, uncle 


10 WEE WISDOM 
Billy, here we are! Did you think we were 
never coming, so you sent the dogs? Well, 
look at uncle Billy, girls! He’s got my kitchen 
apron on, and what’s that in his hand? Well, 
I never! if it isn’t a frying pan! Uncle Billy 
in a kitchen apron and waving a frying pan! 
What on earth can it mean?” 

They began to run again and were soon 
near enough to discover smoke pouring from 
the cabin door and the smell of burnt potatoes 
filling the air, while poor uncle Billy was near- 
ly in tears, and Sue kept shrieking, “I told him 
they were burning, I told him they were, but 
he wouldn't look at ‘em. He'll believe me 
next time, ‘cause it’s all his fault. I told him 
they ought to be turned.” 

The dignified Mr. Peters stood an object 
of misery, the perspiration streaming from his 
red face, his hands covered with stove black, 
the smoking frying pan held closely to Pene- 


lope’s gingham apron, the sleeves of which’ 


were tied around his neck, and tears, either 
from smoke or grief, running down his cheeks. 
The three girls, mystified and curious, could 
not help screaming with laughter at the ridic- 
ulous picture of misery and vexation, as uncle 
Billy, for once in his life, turned his wrath 
upon little Sue: ‘““Why didn’t you turn ’em 
yourself, if you knew so much about it?” he 
demanded. “I was busy setting the table and 
forgot them, but you weren’t doing anything 
but crying around about something. By 
George, that’s a shame, and they were the 
finest potatoes in the sack, and it took me half 
an hour to pare them. There, there, Sue, | 
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didn’t mean to scold, but I’m so flustered over 
= misfortune!”’ Uncle Billy laughed him- 
self. 

“But Mrs. Prince, uncle? Where is Mrs. 
Prince?” insisted Ethel, while Penelope and 
Winnifred forced their way past him into the 
kitchen to see for themselves what it all meant. 
“Where is Mrs. Prince and Jim? Where are 
they?” 

“Gone, gone three hours ago! Mrs. 
Prince was sent for, as her sister is sick, and 
Jim had to drive her to the Estacada car line. 
She went so suddenly—she would have 
waited to get some cooking done, but they 
wanted her at once, so | made her go. | 
thought Sue and I'd have dinner all ready for 
you girls; of course you're hungry, and | 
a I knew enough to cook potatoes, 

ut—.”” 

“Never mind, uncle, you did the best you 
could, but men don’t know much about such 
things.”” Penelope was getting out a fresh 
apron for herself as she spoke. “Give me 
that pan; we'll have something to eat in a 
minute. Ethel, for goodness sake, see how 
that poor man has set the table! It looks like 
a Chinese Josh house! You and Sue straight- 
en it out while Winnie and | get something 
on the stove.”’ Penelope spoke cheerfully, but 
there was a heavy feeling of foreboding tug- 
ging at her heart. How were they ever to get 
along without Mrs. Prince! Mr. Peters and 
the three girls, while they liked Mrs. Prince 
and had been very kind to her, had never 
really appreciated how fortunate they had 
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been in securing her services. Penelope had 
known, for her domestic experience had been 
broader than theirs, and now her discourage- 
ment, while hidden under her energetic words 
and actions, was deeper than one might have 
suspected. 

“Oh, let’s open some cans of something 
and eat out of them, instead of setting the 
table!’’ exclaimed Winnifred. “‘I’m too tired 
and hungry to think of cooking anything, even 
if | knew how.” 

“I won't set the table, so there. Think 
you're awful bossy, Miss Penny, but you can’t 
order me around.” Sue sat down on the couch 
and grinned provokingly. 

“Yes, Penny, let’s not work like that.” 
Ethel sat down beside Sue and rested her head 
against the cushions. “I’m nearly dead, I’m 
so tired.” 

Uncle Billy looked at the girls despair- 
ingly. “I’m so worried about it all! I don’t 
know what we're going to do! Jim was to 
telegraph to Portland for a housekeeper, but 
it will be several days before she can send 
word she’s coming and for us to meet her. 
Of course Jim might be able to cook a little, 
and there’s plenty of canned goods, but that’s 
not really living.” 

Penelope looked at the girls and her 
uncle, then she laughed. “You poor children! 
You're every one as bad as the other. We're 
all tired, all hungry, and all lazy. Come on, 
get to work! You'll forget you're tired or 
lazy either, if you just get busy. There’s one 
thing I’ve found out in my lengthy experience, 
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and that is, don’t depend upon anybody but 
yourself when you are in real need. Nobody's 
going to take care of you if you don’t know 
how to do it yourself. Simply because Mrs. 
Prince isn’t here to get my meals, I’m not 
going to starve. Uncle Billy, you're the worst 
one of all! Here, I’m Captain Smith—any- 
one who won't work isn’t going to have a bite 
to eat, so there now. Uncle Billy, attend to 
the fire; Winnifred, pare the potatoes; Ethel, 
you and Sue set the table, and [’ll—well, | 
know several things Captain Smith will have 
to do. To arms, to arms!’’ and while Pene- 
lope beat upon a tin pan and marched around 
the room, the others, except Sue, fell in step 
and with wild peals of mirth, and beating of 
tin and heavy tramp of hob-nailed shoes, they 
took up the domestic burden. Presently, when 
the fun had quieted down, they were all busy 
with their several tasks; even Sue, smelling 
the fragrant odors from Penelope's kettle, and 
knowing the story of Captain Smith, began ta 
fear the consequences of non-obedience, and 
helped her sister arrange the table. 


As Mr. Peters passed his niece, he patted 
her on the shoulder. “‘You’re a brick, Penny; 
you are true blue and—well, you're the salva- 
tion of us all,’’ and Penelope reached up and 
kissed his smoke-covered face with a feeling 
almost maternal. 

(To be continued) 
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A FLOWER STORY 


F. E. PLUMSTEAD 


WONDER how many of my romantic little 

| readers ever guess that flowers can talk? 

Yes, they talk. Think of it! The beauti- 

ful, silent, sweet-smelling flowers can talk. 

Now if you'd like to make friends with them 

and hear what they say, you can run and fetch 

your hats, and come with me into the nooks 

and wild places where the flowers have been 

planted and cared for by our 

heavenly Father’s great love. I 

love our Father’s garden best, be- 

cause every little flower is planted 

_just where it will do the most 

good and give Love's message to 

Wild Pansy the right person or, I should say, 

child. Oh, but you say, what 

about the flowers that blossom where no hu- 
man eye ever sees them? 

To this | reply that they are sent to min- 
ister to some of our lesser brothers and sisters, 
for I believe in the great, grand truth: the 
brotherhood and unity of all creation. 

Think of it! The unity and brotherhood 
of all creation. Say it over and over until this 
sweet truth dawns on your soul, then you'll 
never be lonely again. 

Now, if you are ready, we'll make a start. 
I am going down that lane because it leads into 
the field across which is a wood where a clear, 
cool stream keeps singing merrily as it goes. 
Down in a cool, shady nook, I know where 
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some lovely violets grow. Let us seek them 
and hear their story. Here they are! Aren't 
they beautiful, half hidden away by their 
leaves? 

Where are the little flowers? you ask; but 
their perfume betrays them. Yes, don’t they 
remind you of persons whose whole souls are 
bent on doing good? Sweetly and silently 
they live their life apparently unheeded and 
hidden away in unseen nooks, but the sweet 
perfume of their love’s pure work betrays 
them. 


The Violet’s Story 
““Good-day, dear little children,’’ said the 
Violet with the tallest stem. “‘Isn’t this lovely 
out here in the cool shade? Isn't 
it grand to hear Mr. Brook sing- 
ing so merrily as he journeys on 
his way to the river? He makes 
me so happy to hear him be- 
cause I know he couldn't be so 
full of song and joy if he wasn’t — purple Violet 
always doing good, and then 
that teaches us the meaning of life, doesn’t it? 
It is give, give, give, always give and the very 
best you have. 

“*Mr. Brook lives his whole life for others. 
His waters give refreshment alike to man, bird, 
beast, insect and plant, and because he blesses 
all alike, he is very happy. That is why he is 
always singing and always happy. Now that 
reminds me, children love a story, so | will tell 
you ours: 
“I suppose you notice we have very high 
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leaves which almost hide our blossoms; and 
that we have a very sweet scent which attracts 
you people as well as the insects to us. Do 
you ever wonder how we came by these? 
“Well, a great many years ago, long be- 
fore you can remember, 
about the time when the 
world was made new, the 
fairies gave a large ball and 
invited all the flowers to 
come. It was a grand sight, 
for every flower turned up 
looking, oh, so lovely in 
the moonlight, and every- 
one was so happy and full 
of love! We danced and 
feasted until the eastern 
sky began to show signs of 
the coming day, then the fairy queen called a 
silence and told us that the increase of mortals 
made it impossible for the fairies to live as they 
had been, out in the open; that they must have 
places to hide and sleep in, and she asked if 
the flowers would supply such places. Of 
course, as the fairies supply all the love 
thoughts to everyone, we all agreed to do 
something. Blue Bell said he’d grow very tall, 
so as to make a watch tower for them. But- 


Wild Lily 


- tercup said she'd always keep her face full of 


light (by looking at the sun) so that they 
could see in the dark. She'd be their lamp of 
love. The Daisy promised to open her petals 
just as the sun was appearing so that they’d 
know the time. 


“For-get-me-not was to remind us all of 
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our promise. This she does by nodding her 
head and saying as the wind blows, ‘For-get- 
me-not, for-get-me-not. We 
violets promised two things: 
first, to hide our blossoms among 
our leaves and thus give every 
strey fairy a loop-hole of escape; 
second, to send forth a strong, 
sweet scent to let them know 
just where we are to be found. 
perhaps you've noticed that some 
violets are white and have no scent, while 
some like myself are purple, and you may 
wonder why. As it is part of my story, | will 
tell you. At the time of our promise to the 
fairies, we were all purple; but some years 
later there arose, sad to say, a wicked feeling 
of jealousy among some of the flowers, as to 
who were the most useful to the fairies. They 
became so self-centered and full of pride that 
they lost much of their beauty, and the thistle 
became full of prickles; so did many of the 
others, and part of our family lost its beautiful 
purple color and sweet scent. All this made 
the fairies very sad. What was 
to be done? Some of their best 


flower friends had become dis- 
AS contented and useless and, what 


For-get-me-nol 


was worse, the feeling seemed 
to be spreading; so the fairies 
held a large meeting and talked 


White Violet over with their Queen, and at 


length they thought it best to punish the un- 
wise flowers. So they said they should remain 
as they had become until through sweetness 
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and love in useful work they should regain 
their lost estate. And if you look about, you'll 
notice that the white violets grow less and less 
and less each year; so do the prickly plants. 

“Little by little they are learning to be 
greater and more universal in their love and 
giving; learning, too, that God is Love and 
‘that they are mirrors to reflect his love, and 
learning that there is only ‘One Power in the 
universe, the good omnipotent.’ Thus they 
are working ever upward, heavenward, to- 
wards the light. That is my story. I hope it 
has helped you, for you are only a beautiful 
little child flower with your pure white soul 
upturned to reflect the good about you. Good- 
by; we flowers love you dearly.” 


SHIRLEY’S ESSAY ON CONTENTMENT 


HE woodchuck or ground hog is a very 
contented animal. He burrows holes in 
the ground for himself, and sleeps all 

through the winter. People say he comes out 
on Candlemas day (February 2d) to consider 
the weather. If the sun is shining, he sees his 
shadow and runs back to his hole for six weeks 
longer. 

The cabbage is a very contented plant. 

It does not send out perfume, neither does it 
care to grow tall and see what is going on in 
the world; but it keeps all the good it gets out 
of Mother Earth to itself, and that is the reason 
why the ground hog likes to eat it. 

Well, one fine day Primitive Man was 
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sitting on a mountain regaling himself with 
the beauties of Mother Nature, and thanking 
the Father for creating and forming “the sub- 
stance of things hoped for.’’ Then, lifting his 
voice in melody and harmony, he began sing- 
ing and praising God, the Father, for “‘the evi- 
dence of things not seen.” 

He became curious to know what the 
lowlands were like, so he started down the side 
of the mountain. Much beautiful scenery met 
his eyes, rushing torrents and the songs of 
birds opened his ears, and the perfume of 
lovely flowers breathed into his nostrils. 
Many different kinds of animals stared at him, 
yet they were all perfect; but they looked on 
and admired him, because he was Perfection. 

While he was strolling the lowlands he 
came upon a ground hog feasting on cabbage, 
and amused himself watching it eat. 

When the ground hog had finished, Prim- 
itive Man perceived the essence of Spirit flow- 
ing into his mouth. Thought he to himself, 
“The cabbage looks very good, and the ground 
hog seems to enjoy it. I'll try a head myself.”’ 
So he plucked one, tore off the outside leaves, 
and began eating His Word. It was so good 
to his taste that he chewed long and slowly, 
so the cabbage became thoroughly mixed with 
the essence of Spirit before being conveyed 
into his stomach. When he had finished it he 
chuckled to himself and said, “I am content.” 
I wonder how he became discontented? 
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SPRINGTIME IN THE HEART 


Mary BREWERTON DEWITT 


Out in the garden my roses are blowing, 
Deep in the bed the brown seeds are growing; 
“Who's first to come up?” say they. 

The birds sweetly singing, 

Like joy bells that ringing 

Proclaim the bright message of day! 


The air is quite filled with the perfume of 
flowers, 

Bright is the sunshine and glad are the hours, 

To live in a world of good cheer; 

The merry young children are playing and 
running, 

While Rover, good dog, he too takes a sun- 
ning, 

And waits to be called there or here. 


The heart, too, is glad for it knows only living, 

Every creature is filled with the thought of joy- 
giving, 

And so we go on with our work. 

"Tis to help all we can with sweetest endeavor, 

In love we must live forever and ever, 

And thus no small task shall we shirk! 


| 
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Drawn by Ruby Lucile Mead 


WEE WISDOM 


21 

WEE WISDOM BOOSTER CLUB é 


Royal, Secretary 
—<—[{ 


e 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest cor- 
ners of the world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Love and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear 
no evil, and speak no evil. 

Requirements for membership—A simple request ad- 
dressed to the Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy 
Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of 
the month before the date of issue. 


This month may truly be called the 
Month of the Boosters. Reports have been 
coming in from all over the country. New 
clubs are springing up everywhere, and the 
true Wisdom Spirit seems to be manifesting 
itself in each reader. However, I wish that 
more of the older clubs would drop us a line, 
so that we may keep in touch with them. This 
month we have a letter from the Crystal Truth 
Club of Brandy City, California. It 
is the first report for some time, and 
as this was the first Booster Club 
established, it seems to me that we 
ought to expect a report every 
month. Don’t you think you could arrange 
it, Grace? 


Brandy City, Cal. 
Dear WEE WisDoMm—We have been very busy Val- 
entines. We have had lots of snow here, and after Club 
we go out snow-shoeing. We all like the story, ‘Penelope 
Peters.” We are going to have a Valentine box at school. 


| 
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We had our pictures taken last Club day. Christmas, each 
one of the members of the Club got a Pin with “C. T. C.” 
on it. They are very pretty. They were given to us by 
Miss Hayes. CRYSTAL TRUTH CLUB, 
Grace Taylor, Asst. Sec. 


We should be glad to have a copy of the 
club’s picture if you could send us one. 

The Truth Seekers, of St. Louis, are 
ready as usual with a most interesting report. 
You will note what hustlers for the Spirit of 
Truth among the children they are. The 
members fully realize that it is selfish to keep 
all the good which Wee Wisdom contains for 
themselves, so they have passed it on to some 
other child and made another soul happy with 
the realization of the Christ Child. 

St. Louis, Mo. 

Dear WEE Wispom—Our last meeting, which was 
a social one, was opened with the hymn, “I clothe myself 
safely around with Infinite Love and Wisdom.”” We also 
held this statement for our silent meditation. My, how we 
could feel the garment of Love and Wisdom clothing us! 
Just think, twenty-four of the Truth Seekers have their 
Booster Pins, and we are all very proud of them. We 
find the pins to be gentle reminders, and try hard to live up 
to their meaning. We are going to start a fund for those 
who can’t pay WEE WiIsDoM’s traveling expenses. We 
all love WEE WIsDoM very much and want to help it grow, 
end we know the way to do this is to get new Wisdoms, 
who are longing for its contents. On February 24th a party 
is going to be given in honor of the Booster Club, and we 
will write and tell you all about it in our next report. 

With love, TRUTH SEEKERS, Clara Behle, Sec. 


We are looking forward with interest to 
hearing the report of the party. Be sure to 
send it. 


The Good Deed Club, of San Jose, has a 


very good report this month. 


SKS 
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San Jose, Cal. 
Dear WEE Wispom—Our Good Deed Club is get- 
ting along fine. We have been taking a vacation during 
the holidays, but now we are very glad to get back to work 
again. At Christmas time our Club furnished an outfit of 
clothes for a little girl. She was about six years old and 
named Rosie. She was from a family whose parents were 
needy. Rosie came to the Club one day and tried on the 
clothes we made. When they were finished, she looked 
very happy. The garments she liked best were two pink 
outing-flannel nightdresses. We also dressed a doll and 
took it to her Christmas morning. We are now making 
some clothes for a little baby. The Good Deed Club meets 
every two weeks, on Friday, at three o'clock. Our Club 
Motto is, “‘Lend a Hand.”” With lots of love to the Wees, 

THE GOOD DEED CLUB, Thelma Roberts, Sec. 


What do you think of the idea for making 
others happy? I'll bet that the members of 
the club are never happier than when doing 
something for others. 

The Unity Boosters are very busy pre- 
paring for the Easter festivities, so you must 
pardon their short report. You see they make 
it a point to keep lots of life in everything 
which goes on at the Unity Center. 

Kansas City, Mo. 
Dear WEE WispoM—We are so glad to write you 
again. We send blessings and love to all the Wees. We 
have three new members. We are trying to keep our motto, 
“T see no evil, I hear no evil, and I speak no evil.” Our 
pins are a great help to keep it ever before us, and we are 
having many victories. We are now getting ready for 
Easter. We are practicing our songs, and the Boosters are 
a great help in the Easter entertainment of the Sunday 

School. Yours in Truth, UNITY BOOSTERS, 

Lucas Tylekens, Sec. 

Here is a dandy report from the Sunbeam 
Club, of Grand Junction, Colorado. | am 
sending them some prosperity banks, so that 
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they may demonstrate the Truth which makes 
one free. 
Grand Junction, Colo. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lIn my last letter I failed to 
report names of officers, and I will do so now. President, 
Pauline Zieman; vice-president, Emma Zieman;_ treasurer, 
Hilda Sears; secretary, Doris Sears; and the one who takes 
care of the books is librarian, Robert Caldwell. At our 
last meeting, Sunday, February 9th, we voted to send for 
a Prosperity Bank to save our pennies in for subscriptions 
to WEE Wispom. Please send us one. We are very 
anxious to get a Club Pin. One meeting we treated a bird 
that had hurt its leg so that it could not walk, and now it 
is as lively as ever. SUNBEAM CLUB, 
Doris Sears, Sec. 


A club has been formed in Hartford, 
Conn., named “The Seekers of Sunshine.” 
Any Wisdoms in Hartford would do well by 
joining this club. 

Hartford, Conn. 

Dear WEE WispomM—We have formed a Club and 
have held two meetings already. Helen Clavez was elected 
president at the first meeting we had. There were several 
names we liked and we chose one of them. It is the ““Seek- 
ers of Sunshine.” We wrote this letter at a meeting. 

Lovingly, THE SEEKERS OF SUNSHINE. 


In Topeka has been organized the Light 
Bearers’ Club. It is a most enthusiastic organ- 
ization. I know that every Wisdom in Topeka 
would gain much good from belonging to it. 


Topeka, Kans. 

Dear Wee Wispom—lI belong to a children’s Club 
called ‘““The Light Bearers.”” Our motto is ‘Send out the 
light.” Althea is president; Henry Cowan is vice-pres- 
ident; Virginia Jones, recording secretary; Rose Schriefer, 
corresponding secretary; Elizabeth White and Janet Hardy 
are pianists, and Helen Boyd is chairman of the social com- 
mittee. We are going to take up basketry at our next 
meeting. We are going to keep our finished work at the 
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New Thought Center, and whoever wants any will leave 
an offering for the New Thought Society children’s fund. 
The first meeting in the month is a Booster meeting. We 
shall hope to send in some WEE WISDOM subscriptions. 
LIGHT BEARERS’ CLUB, Rose Schriefer, Cor. Sec. 


Margaret Peabody, of Castle Rock, 
Wash., is going to form a Booster Club, Here 
is her letter: 

Castle Rock, Wash. 
Dear WEE Wispom—I am taking WEE Wisdom; 
it was a Christmas gift from my grandmother. I enjoy it 
very much and look forward to its coming every month. I 
would like to join the Booster Club, and also would like a 
Booster Bank, for I would like it to visit a little crippled 
boy’s home. Your loving friend, Margaret Peabody. 
P. S.—I am twelve years old, and hope to start a 
Booster Club here. My cousin, Sarah Peabody, who lives 
here, also takes WEE Wispom. My address is Box “I,” 
Castle Rock, Washington. 


We have sent you the bank and the let- 
ter, Margaret. Of course your club will re- 
port next month. 


A letter was received from the little girl 
whose picture you will find with the Teddy- 
Bear poem on the cover. She is such a sweet 
little girl that I am showing you her letter. 


Ceres, Cal. 

Dear Mrs. Fillmore—I am writing to tell you that I 
love WEE Wispom with bushels of love. I love you and 
Blanche; she always has such a nice little corner, but | 
miss her picture. I always looked at it a long time. I love 
all the Wees, and enjoy their nice, little letters, and I like 
to see their pictures. I would like to see your picture, too. 
I am sending mine this time, and traveling expenses for 
WEE Wispom to visit Edna M. Brundage, Box 108, 
Milpitas Road, San Jose, Cal. I would like a Booster 
Pin, please. I am going to send you traveling expenses for 
WEE WiIsDoM to visit some of my little friends here soon, 
and then I feel sure we can have a Club. Lots of love to 
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you, Blanche and all the Wees. Lovingly, your little 
friend, Helen Morrell. 


From Pennsylvania comes a most inter- 
esting letter telling of the Word demonstrated. 
I wish that you would form a Booster Club in 
Tioga. Couldn’t you do it? 

Tioga, Pa. 

Dear WEE WispomM—For a long time I have been 
watching in my WEE WispDomM the pictures of Boosters, 
and I decided to send you this picture of Tom and me with 
Prince. Tom is my little brown-eyed brother, and Prince 
is our own dear pony—ours and sister Catherine’s together. 
We ride him and drive him, and he is so gentle that we go 
into his box-stall and rub him and put on the saddle alone. 
I am nine years old, and have been a Booster over a year. 
With Truth statements I healed myself of a very lame 
knee, and now we are all trying to heal papa who was 


Tom Moore Urell, Jr., and Rowena Louise Urell 


hurt in an automobile accident last July. We are not 
going to give papa up until he is perfectly well and free. 
When I grow up I would like to be a healer. At Christ- 
mas time, mother allowed me to order WEE WisDoM for 
my cousin Virginia, and I received the story, “Wee Wis- 
dom’s Way,” and a Booster Pin. Mother read the story 
to us, and now she is reading the “‘Story of Lovie.” We 
enjoy both. I have not worn my Booster Pin, for I am 
waiting for the day when I shall see no evil, hear no evil, 
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speak no evil, and then I shall be worthy to wear it. I send 
greetings to all of the Boosters. The story we are crazy 
over is “Penny Peters.’” Isn’t she a trump? I hope you 
will put Tom and Prince and me in a magazine soon. I| 
love my little WEE Wispom. Yours sincerely, 

R. Louise Urell. 

The following have joined the Central 
Booster Club: Pauline E. Ayers, Oakland, 
Cal.; Ruth D. Ferguson, New Rochelle, N. Y.; 
Katrina Westlund, San Diego, Cal.; Frances 
Young, La Porte, Ind.; Willie Hanfelder, East 
Alton, Ill.; Elsie Robb, Northcote, Auckland, 
New Zealand; Charles Lingham, Lockport, N. 
Y.; and Margaret Peabody, Castlerock, Wash. 

Very nice letters were received from Ro- 
land Cornelius, Frances Parker, Almira Lind- 
say, Viola Inez Nigh, Elizabeth Anthony, 
Olive Parker, Lydia Ludwig and Vergie 
Wager. 

I suppose you have already noticed the 
sweet little Wisdom on the cover. Doesn't 
she look dear with the sheaf of Easter lilies 
and her white dress? She is Vivian Henriette 
Stechham of Alameda. 

A nice new bank, especially prepared for 
Wisdoms and Boosters, is being made now 
and will be ready to send to any who apply 
for a bank to save their pennies in for other 
children. Right here let me say, you will 
never appreciate Wee Wisdom half so much 
as when you share your joy with someone else. 
If you do not find it convenient to subscribe 
for a friend, let the other children read your 
paper each month. It will make their lives 
much brighter. 

The reports of the clubs this month are 
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most gratifying. Any Wisdom who thinks 
that a club would be a good thing in the neigh- 
borhood, may get the full particulars by writ- 
ing me and asking about it. 

In the April Wee Wisdom, we ought to 
have a report from every club in the world. 
Just think, clubs are being formed in New 
Zealand, Africa and England. We in this 
great United States ought to have thousands 
of them. You can start a club if you will try. 
All the Wisdoms will help you, won't you, 
Wisdoms? 

Let’s add a thousand new Wisdoms to 
our band this month. Will you help? If you 
_do your part, it is possible. 

May all the Easter joys be yours and the 
day be a true awakening of the Christ in each 
one of your hearts and souls. 


HELP ONE ANOTHER 


“Help one another,” the blue flower said, 
Just coming up from its downy bed. 
“You are’ pink and | am blue, 

And the drops of rain and gentle dew 
Will water us in a day or two, 

And there will be lots of colors new.” 
—Prudence Cushman. 


| 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 52 | 


LESSON 10, MARCH 9 
THE DESTRUCTION OF SopoM.—Gen. 19:12-17, 23-29. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Come ve out from among them, 
and be ye separate, saith the Lord, and touch no unclean 
thing.—2 Cor. 6:17. 


When Lot and Abram parted, Lot chose the cities of 
the Plains, and in today’s lesson we learn of the destruc- 
tion of the city of Sodom where Lot and his family dwelt. 
These cities, Sodom and Gomorrah, were steeped in sin 
and were destroyed by fire. Lot escaped, but his wife, 
who looked back as they were departing, was turned into 
a pillar of salt. 

The coming of Lot out of Sodom means much to us. 
When we are not living the Truth, when things seem out 
of gear, when sickness and pain seem real, and anger reigns 
instead of love, we are dwelling in Sodom, the city of sin. 
The Christ in us keeps warning us, as Lot was warned, to 
come up out of Sodom. The voice keeps calling us to the 
real, true things of life. This state of sin, this Sodom in 
us, should be destroyed by the fire of love, else with its own 
fire it will destroy us. We must center our minds on real 
things, such as life, health and joy, and fill ourselves so 


full of love that Sodom will be destroyed. 


LESSON 11, MARCH 16 
THE OF ABRAHAM’S FaiTH.—Gen. 22:1-13. 

GOLDEN TEXT—/ desire goodness, and not sacri- 
fice; and the knowledge of God more than burnt-offerings. 
—Hos. 6:6. 

To test Abraham’s faith, Jehovah commanded him 
to take his only son, Isaac, whom he loved dearly, and 
offer him as a sacrifice. Abraham did as he was told, and 
built a pile of wood and bound Isaac on top of it. Just as 
he was going to kill the boy, the Lord told him to stop, 
and a ram which was caught in the bushes by its horns, 
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was offered as a-sacrifice instead. It must have taken great 
faith for Abraham to prepare his son for sacrifice, but he 
stood firm. 

Our faith, too, should never waver. We know that 
only the good is true, and we should firmly stand by it, no 
matter what appearances seem to be. 

The Golden Text today is a good one to commit to 
memory: “I desire goodness, and not sacrifice; and the 
knowledge of God more than burnt-offerings.” 

Some folk think one must give up all things enjoyable 
that they may become good Christians. 

If during the season preceding Easter, called Lent, 
we would keep our bodies healthy by allowing only true, 
loving thoughts to enter our minds; if we would follow 
closely the guidance of the Truth, which always makes for 
happiness, we would be doing the best possible thing. Un- 
happiness and gloom are pleasing neither to God nor man. 


LESSON 12, MARCH 23 
THE Empty Toms.—Mark 16:1-11. 


GoLDEN TExXT—WNow hath Christ been raised from 
re _ the first fruits of them that are asleep.—I| Cor. 

The story of the risen Christ, the Easter story, is 
today’s lesson. We read again how Mary Magdalene and 
the others went to the tomb where the body of Jesus had 
lain, with spices to anoint him. As they drew near, they 
began to wonder who would help them roll away the huge 
stone which covered the entrance, but when they came in 
sight of the tomb, they saw that the stone had been rolled 
away. Entering into the sepulcher they saw a young man 
clothed in a white robe, who told them that Jesus had risen 
and gone before them into Galilee. The women were 
frightened and hurried out of the tomb. 

The message given to the woman at the tomb, “He is 
risen,"’ means as much to us now as it did to them. It 
means that the all-powerful Spirit which enabled Jesus to 
heal the sick and raise the dead, is living today. The 
Christ Spirit which was in Jesus dwells today in each of 
us, and is still Omnipotent (all-powerful). By listening 
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to its voice and obeying its laws we can make life beautiful 
and joyful. 

We who have doubted, who have failed to grasp the 
true way of living, regain our courage when at Easter time 
the whole world rings with the message, “He is risen.” 
We realize that within ourselves is truly the Risen Christ, 
and it rests with us whether or not the / Am shall rule our 
lives and make them perfect. 


LESSON 13, MARCH 30 
THE Gop oF Our FATHERS.—Heb. 11:1-19. 


GoLDEN TExT—Our fathers trusted in thee: they 
trusted and thou didst deliver them.—Ps. 22:4 


In each of the lessons of the past quarter there is a 
germ or seed thought which, taken into our minds, will 
grow and help us to live our highest. It would be well for 
us to go back over the lessons and in each choose the 
thought which seems the most helpful, then hold it for 
awhile in the silence. Plant it, as it were, in the mind, 
that it may never be lost. 


LESSON 1, APRIL 6 
Jacosp AND Esau.—Gen. 27:22-34. 


GOLDEN TEXT—Jehovah is a God of justice; 
blessed are all they that wait for him.—Isa. 30:18. 


Jacob and Esau were sons of Isaac. Jehovah had 
told Rebekah, their mother, that her younger son would 
rule over the elder, and Jacob was the younger son. But 
Rebekah, not wholly trusting the Word of God, stooped 
to deceit to bring it about. Instead of trusting the guid- 
ance of the Spirit within her and trusting it to find a way, 
she tried to push things in her own way. She brought 
about the result, but much easier it would have been to 
have simply had faith in God’s promise and to have known 
that he would work it out. 

The Golden Text says, “Jehovah is a God of jus- 
tice.” The laws of the Spirit are just and are always car- 
ried out to the letter. If we know that and follow the 
laws, our problem of life is solved. 

One law is this: If only health thoughts are allowed 
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to enter the mind, only health will manifest in the body. 
Another is, Hearts full of love get love in return. If people 
understood these laws and followed them faithfully, there 
would be neither sickness nor sorrow. The main point in 
the lesson is this: Cling steadfastly to your faith in the laws 
of Spirit, and know that if you do your part the law will 
be fulfilled, for “‘Jehovah is a God of justice.” 


BLANCHE’S CORNER 


““May the glad dawn of Easter morn 
Bring Holy Joy to thee— 
May the calm eve of Easter leave 
A Peace Divine with thee.” 


LOVE the Easter season. The time of 
peace, of purity, of lilies, and white-robed 
children and the singing of the anthems. 
The sweetness of it all soothes my tired brain 
and body. But the thing | love most, the thing 
which helps and makes me stronger, which 
gives me courage throughout the entire year, 
is the knowledge of the Risen Christ within 
my own soul. Without that, Easter would be 
a yearly pageant of no especial benefit except 
for its loveliness. But when we know that 
in every soul the Risen Christ stands ready to 
guide and protect, to lead out of all restless- 
ness and discontent into peace and happiness, 
we feel the real significance of Easter. 
May this Easter reveal to each of you the 
real meaning of the Risen Christ. 
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EASTER 


Have you seen how the sun has kissed the 
bare earth? 

Have you seen how the seed felt his warmth? 

My dear, have you seen the green tender 
sprout 

Push back the cold sod and leap out? 

There's life everywhere, tis here, ‘tis there— 

In the earth, in the air, is life everywhere! 

There’s love everywhere, soon the glow of 
your love 

Will coax it to grow and unfold. 

The black scowl of hate will change to a smile 

When love shines on it a while. 


J-ey~ AF LHEKE Is A BLUE MaRK at the end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotten to invite WEE WisDoM to continue her visits to 
you. You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many 
new treats for her readers, great and small. 
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HELP YOUR FRIENDS 
TO HAPPINESS _ 


OU know that WEE WISDOM 
Y is a ray of sunshine. You real- 
ize the happiness that she 

brings you every month. 


@ Why not share your joy with some 

other child? There are many of your 

friends who would like to have WEE 

WISDOM. They would be interested 

and would help you form a club, if you 

would plant the seed by sending WEE 
. WISDOM to them. 


@ WEE WISDOM has just prepared 

some brand new banks for her children 

to save their pennies in, so that they may 

send WEE WISDOM to their friends 
and get a Booster Pin. 


@ For a time you may send in three 
subscriptions for one dollar. 


gq Write today and ask for a Booster 
Bank. One will be sent you as soon as 
they are ready. 


@ Address BOOSTERS, 915 Tracy 
Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


